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I.	INTRODUCTION		THE	GATES	OF	HELL	








































































What	Mitchell	has	done	is	shift	the	narrative	focus.		In	Strindberg’s	play	Agnes,	daughter	of	the	god	Indra,	descends	to	earth	only	to	find	life	is	a	vale	of	tears.	But	here,	although	Agnes	is	present	as	a	visiting	angel,	the	pivotal	figure	is	a	50s	London	stockbroker	called	Alfred.	The	action	consists	of	a	hurtling	journey	through	his	private	dreamscape	in	which	he	searches	for	his	lost	wife	and	the	meaning	of	life,	yearns	for	his	dying	mother,	witnesses	love's	decay	and	finds	himself	a	harassed,	solitary	outsider.	The result is to 
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Think	but	this	and	all	is	mended.		 	 	 	 	 	 		As	I	conclude	this	paper,	I	will	use	this	final	chapter	to	revisit	and	evaluate	my	goals	for	three	phases	of	this	process:	conception,	rehearsal,	and	performance.			A.	CONCEPTION	I	began	intending	to	conceive	the	world	of	this	play	from	poetic	autobiography.			I	also	intended	to	use	this	poetic	autobiography	as	a	springboard	for	adapting	the	text	of	the	play.		In	doing	so,	my	goal	was	to	encourage	the	“spirit	and	soul”	from	the	first	moment	of	the	process,	hoping	then	it	would	translate	through	rehearsal	and	into	performance.				This	process	was	not	as	methodical	as	I	originally	intended.		Instead,	I	found	myself	in	meetings	with	designers	quite	early	on	in	my	own	conception	process.		These	meetings	inspired	a	great	deal	of	the	play’s	central	symbols	and	metaphors.			In	the	first	few	meetings,	I	brought	in	images,	and	sounds.		The	most	central	images	were	Thomas	Eakins’	“Man	Walking,”	Rodin’s	“The	Gates	of	Hell,”	and	Gauguin’s	“Where	do	we	come	from?	What	are	we?	Where	are	we	going?”		As	a	soundscape,	I	introduced	ANOHNI’s	album	“Hopelessness.”		The	designers	quickly	followed	up	with	images	of	their	own.		The	costume	designer,	Rebecca	Saunders,	brought	in	Bosch’s	“Hell,”	and	Gericault’s	“Raft	of	Medusa.”		Spencer	Donnelly,	the	set	designer,	
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began	conceiving	of	a	world	of	rusted	metal:	reminiscent	of	contemporary	Detroit	and	a	worn	port	town.				Our	conversations	were	integral	to	my	later	adaptations	within	the	script	itself.		Metal	and	coin	became	one	central	theme	in	the	play.		In	the	original	script	the	Billposter	has	a	“green	dipnet”	which	I	changed	to	a	metal	detector.		The	Poet	originally	comes	on	with	buckets	of	clay,	which	I	changed	to	buckets	of	coin.		I	also	adapted	the	Deans	of	Education	into	government	ministers.		The	Dean	of	Theology,	who	comes	on	in	the	final	sacrificial	scene	to	throw	his	prayer	books	into	the	fire	was	changed	to	the	Minister	of	Finance,	throwing	coins	into	the	fire,	while	expounding	about	the	failure	of	capitalism.				In	some	ways,	this	felt	like	an	archeological	process.		I	had	laid	out	the	parameters	of	our	search:	the	play’s	premise,	its	setting,	its	major	adaptations.		Their	imagination,	alongside	some	guidance,	brought	about	its	manifestation.		Although	I	had	originally	intended	to	allow	the	play’s	conception	to	bubble	in	my	own	mind,	and	give	the	designers	a	clear	world	to	design,	it	happened	that	I	encouraged	their	own	dream-images	to	deeply	impact	our	story-telling.		This	is	a	happy	accident.			B. REHEARSAL	In	the	rehearsal	process,	I	intended	to	balance	the	organizational	aspects	integral	to	staging	a	play	like	this,	with	an	invitation	to	the	actors	to	touch	their	own	unconscious,	and	to	personalize	the	symbols	and	images	of	the	play.		In	most	cases,	I	believe	this	was	a	success.		I	pre-staged	half	of	the	play	on	paper	before	coming	into	
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the	rehearsal	room,	and	had	stage	management	grid	the	rehearsal	floor.		The	grid	was	not	used	as	much	as	I	originally	thought	it	might	be,	but	the	grid	did	become	a	metaphor	we	could	use	to	ground	the	whirling	quality	of	the	play.				As	is	evident	in	my	journal	entries	above,	our	greatest	rehearsal	challenges	were	scheduling	and	my	conflict	with	K.		There	was	a	malaise	in	the	rehearsal	room	from	the	beginning.		The	actors	were	exhausted,	after	coming	off	of	their	last	show	just	a	week	before	beginning	A	Dream	Play.		Some	also	seemed	cynical,	disinterested,	and	disenchanted	about	their	experience	at	York.		I	was	very	sensitive	to	this.		In	my	journals,	“creating	a	humane	rehearsal	process”	comes	up	a	lot,	as	well	the	prospect	of	mutiny.		Some	of	this	is	personal	insecurity,	as	I	point	out	in	my	journals.		Some	of	this	was	a	very	real	tension	in	our	rehearsal	room.		My	idea	for	a	“circle	of	complaint”	became	a	turning	point	in	this	process.		Instead	of	allowing	doubt	and	fear	to	turn	to	punishment,	I	went	the	other	way	and	decided	to	listen.				I	do	believe	I	could	have	found	more	authority.		Rules	were	broken	in	the	rehearsal	room.		Lates	remained	fairly	consistent.		I	would	follow-up	with	this	throughout	the	process,	but	it	is	clear	that	there	is	something	I	did	not	set	from	the	beginning.		My	dream	of	the	flailing	dictator	stays	with	me,	as	an	amplified	manifestation	of	a	certain	part	of	me	that	felt	I	was	losing	control.		My	encounters	with	K	were	also	fraught.		The	irony	is	not	lost	on	me:	for	a	play	that	dealt	with	depression	and	mental	illness,	it	was	immensely	difficult	to	reach	the	actor	in	the	room	who	was	dealing	with	this	in	full	volume.		I	realize	that	I	did	not	conclude	this	story	in	my	
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journal.		Our	second	meeting	was	fruitful.		K	decided	to	stay	in	the	project,	and	their	behavior	did	change.		However	I	do	not	think	that	they	were	able	to	achieve	the	best	work	they	could	have,	in	part	because	of	my	hesitation	to	be	too	direct	with	K.				I	did	ask	the	actors	to	voluntarily	provide	an	anonymous	3-5	sentences	describing	their	journey	through	the	process.		I	did	this	in	order	to	evaluate	if	I	succeeded	in	encouraging	the	actors	to	touch	their	unconscious.		Eleven	of	twenty-one	responded,	and	the	responses	seem	to	indicate	that	I	succeeded	with	this	goal.		Here	are	a	few:	When	I	accepted	the	fact	that	in	order	for	this	to	make	sense	to	me,	I	have	to	play	metaphor,	things	became	clearer	and	I	felt	I	had	a	purpose	and	intention.		From	there,	my	process	was	just	“grab	an	image	and	go”	and	that’s	what	takes	me	through	the	play…	It’s	impossible	to	truly	tell	this	story	with	an	ego.		The	most	important	thing	for	me	was	to	bring	deep,	personal	images	to	each	scene.		The	play	was	challenging	in	terms	of	finding	continuity	and	logic,	but	the	only	way	in	was	to	personalize	this	with	high	stakes/images.		Combustible,	Rupturing,	Explosive.		Enraging	yet	calming.		Enlivening	yet	numbing	and	overall	a	dance	between	light	and	dark.		This	process,	this	show,	truly	can	rock	someone	to	the	core.		It	sure	did	with	me.		David	allowed	me	to	explore	and	drop-in	to	the	world	created	on	(sic)	my	own	time.				 I	came	into	this	process	and	quickly	grasped	onto	the	atmosphere	and	world	of	the	show.		 The	process	of	a	Dream	Play	has	been	like	a	rollercoaster	of	emotion,	thought,	and	intention:	I	have	been	able	to	find	masculinity	in	places	of	my	body	and	thought	that	I	tend	to	leave	untouched.				It	is	amazing	how	adamant	people	are	about	“making	sense”	of	anything	and	everything.		How	uneasy	people	are	about	abandoning	conventional	daylight	logic.		But,	of	course,	ANYTHING	can	be	justified	if	you	are	just	willing	to	
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believe	in	it.		This	is	what	I	have	discovered.		Logic	has	got	nothing	on	FAITH.		And	there	is	great	freedom	in	that.				 My	dream	with	this	show	was	to	surf	in,	riding	a	wave	of	training	and	momentum	filled	with	rich	images	of	my	travels	to	fill	the	absurdity	and	confusion	around	this	script.	I	arrived	with	the	shore	in	sight	but	the	tides	began	to	recede,	the	wind	quieted,	and	I	was	alone.	I,	alone	couldn't	get	them	moving	again.	I	saw	a	sailor	far	away	on	the	roof	of	a	building,	smiling,	conducting	the	most	beautiful	sounding	orchestra.	I	wanted	to	sing,	too!	I	splashed	and	pushed	the	waters,	blowing	bubbles,	kicking	to	make	my	own	white	caps	to	no	avail.	I	was	a	spec	in	the	distance.	Disappointed,	I	kneeled	on	my	board	and	plunged	my	head	in	the	water	to	escape.		There,	I	remembered	to	listen.		There,	I	realized	I	could	see	underwater,	and	I	could	also	breathe.		I	saw	what	exists	immediately	around	me	and	I	laughed,	causing	a	small	ripple	in	the	water.	Standing,	slowly	with	my	hair	dripping	wet,	I	felt	the	movement	below	my	board	once	again.	The	waves	splashing	by	the	rock	in	the	distance	murmuring	to	me	that	the	winds	could	come	back,	this	time	together	with	the	music.	Slowly	the	tides	began	to	rise,	and	I	saw	the	sailor	turn	and	see	me,	he	waved,	the	wind	brushing	his	hair.		I	find	these	responses	encouraging.		By	the	end	of	the	process,	I	sensed	we	were	all	on	board.			C. PERFORMANCE	AND	ONWARDS	Did	the	play	affirm	the	power	of	liveness,	virtuosity,	and	the	invisible	thing	called	soul	or	spirit?		Was	the	play	enchanting?	These	questions	are	not	possible	to	objectively	quantify.		In	hindsight,	an	audience	feedback	form	could	have	helped	to	address	this	question.		However,	“soul	and	spirit”	are	not	objective	words.	I	can	only	rely	on	what	I	saw	and	my	definition	and	understanding	of	these	words.		I	can	also	translate	the	feedback	from	the	individuals	who	decided	to	come	talk	to	me	and	share	their	thoughts	about	the	piece.				In	my	mind,	the	play	was	a	successful	work-in-progress.		It	struck	me	as	unfinished	on	opening	night,	yet	ready	to	share	with	an	audience.		Audience	members	have	
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consistently	said	something	along	the	lines	of	not	quite	“getting	it,”	but	thinking	it	was	continually	interesting	and	engaging.		I	am	glad	for	this.		One	fear	was	that	the	play	would	be	too	opaque	or	esoteric.		My	desire	to	have	the	play	“enchant”	is	connected	to	giving	the	audience	just	enough	to	keep	following	the	story,	and	encouraging	them	to	fill	in	the	blanks.				Sarah	Kane	spoke	about	theatre	being	the	most	existential	of	all	of	the	art	forms.		I	am	reminded	of	this	now	as	I	conclude.		It	is	one	of	the	most	difficult	art	forms	to	provide	a	copy	of	or	reproduce.		After	the	final	curtain	call,	the	experience	of	the	play	is	a	trace	in	one’s	memory,	much	like	a	dream.			This	is	how	I	feel	now.		I	am	proud	of	its	manifestation	and	stand	by	my	choices.		However	I	do	not	have	a	sense	of	supreme	satisfaction,	because	it	does	not	feel	like	something	I	own.		I	was	true	to	the	stage	in	my	imagination,	and	yet	it	also	felt	like	the	dreams	of	other	people	as	well.		It	is	something	that	manifested,	that	confounded	and	enchanted,	and	that	is	gone.		This,	I	think,	is	at	the	theatre’s	core.		I	am	learning	that	a	play	is	a	daylight	dream.		A	dream	invites	the	imagination	and	unconscious	of	the	witness.		It	is	both	reality	and	metaphor,	which	ultimately	disappears.	It	is	the	dream	of	its	many	players,	and	if	these	players	succeed	in	tapping	into	the	collective	unconscious,	it	can	become	the	dream	of	the	one	hundred	individuals	in	the	room.					 		
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